92	TWO KINDS OF COMEDY
mrs. fain. You were dress'd before I came abroad.
milla. Ay, that's true—O but then I had—Mincing, what had I ?
Why was I so long?
ming. O Mem, your Laship staid to peruse a Pacquet of Letters.
milla. O ay, Letters—I had Letters—I am persecuted with
Letters—I hate Letters—No Body knows how to write Letters;
and yet one has 'em, one does not know why—They serve one
to pin up one's Hair.
wit. Is that the way? Pray, Madam, do you pin up your Hair
with all your Letters; I find I must keep Copies.
milla. Only with those in Verse, Mr. Witwoud. I never pin up
my Hair with Prose. I think I try'd once, Mincing.
ming. O Mem, I shall never forget it.
milla. Ay, poor Mincing tift and tift all the Morning.
ming. 'Till I had the Cramp in my Fingers, I'll vow, Mem. And
all to no purpose. But when your Laship pins it up with Poetry,
it sits so pleasant the next Day as any Thing, and is so pure and
so crips.
wit. Indeed, so crips?
ming. You're such a Critlclc, Mr. Witwoud.
milla. Mirabell, Did you take Exceptions last Night? O ay, and
went away—Now I think on't I'm angry—No, now I think
on't I'm pleas'd—for I believe I gave you some Pain.
mira. Does that please you?
MILLA. Infinitely; I love to give Pain.
/mira. You wou'd affect a Cruelty which is not in your Nature;
your true Vanity is in the Power of pleasing.
milla. O I ask your Pardon for that—Ones Cruelty is ones
Power, and when one parts with ones Cruelty, one parts with
ones Power; and when one has parted with that, I fancy one's
old and ugly.
mira. Ay, ay, suffer your Cruelty to ruin the Object of your
Power, to destroy your Lover—And then how vain, how lost a
Thing you'll be? Nay, 'tis true: You are no longer handsome
when you've lost your Lover; your Beauty dies upon the
Instant: For Beauty is the Lover's Gift; 'tis he bestows your

